In my Time. °~ * 
I am no stranger to hard work; in my era, entertainment was rare as hen’s teeth compared with today’s 
leisure society; moreover, one had not disposable time or money to enjoy such luxuries if they existed for 
people like my family. They simply were not until our generation and after created them for descendants. 
I began working at age 6 in the fields, home chores and watching my younger brother and sister. Expected 
to act like an adult, misgivings came with swift adult punishments. Such was socially acceptable child 
management to keep youthful exuberance in check: Xtian sin of sparing the rod is spoiling a child. 
Mistakes were costly. When older, I did odd jobs for a few dollars here and there or sometimes got 
stiffed completely after doing one; cheating kids was common. Some people literally rob candy from 
babies and children. I even worked to eat, paid in a meal for cleaning and other menial chores at 
restaurants. Eating out was a very rare luxury anyway; pay was pay and times were tough. At 13, I lied 
about my age to get wage-slave jobs for steady pay, mostly in restaurant kitchens, construction sites 
working with the other people who were also considered illegals for one reason or another. I was 
underage and cheap, dependable grunt labor. Employers were not fussy; claiming to be a certain age was 
enough — cheap is all that matters as purchase to businesses. State child labor laws were originally made 
and eventually, actually enforced to protect against child exploitation in US, which was often brutal. That 
noble purpose over time became a skewed witch hunt that hurt impoverished families. When a kid was 
able but legally not old enough to seek work to help his or her family could not do so but because of 
misguided child labor laws that forbade the underage to do so. The underage child labor black market 
thrived because of misguided laws and sometimes child exploitation was much worse because of them. 
Finally, after many tries I got a hardship state work permit to legally do what I did without it. Not much 
changed except that I did not have to run to a “safe spot’ with the rest of employed illegals during a State 
or Federal inspection. The other difference was that I had to pay employment taxes and fees to the state 
for an underage work permit, which allowed me to work legally — go figure, only in America. I was not 
choosy, a paying job was a job, in scarce employment market where grownups were competing for low 
level employment, too. The Socialist killed US jobs market via Great Depression and WW2 economics 
such as wage and price controls among other wrongheaded, slave control economic policies attempting to 
support Vietnam war efforts: there simply were no jobs. The biggest advantage I had over most other 
applicants was being hard working, cheap, needy and dependable. A desperate slave is a good slave. 
Socialists love desperate, obedient slaves. Over the years people told me, “all work and no play makes one 
a dull boy.” Work is all I know; for me it is play toil. As a result, I misfit in today’s all play & leisure 
society. After nearly 50 years of work, due to age discrimination and technology, the job market drove 
me out of the workforce. While ready for the sabbatical, unstructured time and declining health were 
learning curves for me. A friend suggested volunteer work to senior citizen facilities as visitor to lonely 
shut-ins. A very large number of them are abandoned and receive no contact from their families, if they 
have one at all. Sobering was my first impression after initially visiting one. These out of sight, out of 
mind derelicts are extremely lonely, emotionally needy, and often skin starved people. They may be aged 
but still have feelings, needs and more that hurt just as badly as anyone else”s when neglected. Such as 
when their kids lock them away forgotten out of sight and mind; they complain of no cards, visits not 
even phone calls. The aged are invisible to public, their families, to nearly everyone except each other. 
They are still human beings. Society, their kids and often absent families consider them useless eaters. In 
those warehouses for the old and useless, they simply wait to die. Killing time until time finally kills 
them. In other words, youth obsessed Western Society shuns used up old people as ready for disposal as 
useless eaters or worse, and relegates them to rot away in human warehouses for worthless old people; 
hiding the truth with cutesy names such as ‘A Place for Mom.” To see them wasting away bed-bound, 
lining hallways, strapped or tied to wheelchairs or in front of glass doors and windows under warming 
sunlight looking out wasting away is heartbreaking; it was to me anyway. Their neglected-childlike- 
neediness for love is overwhelming...beyond that words fail me completely except to actually see 
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Western Society’s creation of Huxley's Brave New World up close and personal inclined in me a 
powerful condition to vomit. USA Western Society is a cold, loveless culture; doubt that visit any VA. 
clinic or hospital, old soldiers home, state or charity addiction rehab centers, old folks homes, local 
homeless mission or “soup kitchen charity,” take a tour of skid-row, observe tent cities, homeless villages, 
people living under bridges, on open sidewalks — ad infinitum. Volunteer as a *Meals on Wheels” 
delivery person or as a mobile nurse or social worker providing care to them and simply observe the 
heartbreak of all the sick, aged shut-ins living alone — mostly old women. Good going feminism — aka 
feminazism. The list is endless as are the forgotten, neglected seniors everywhere in a country that boasts 
itself as the greatest, wealthiest nation in the world. Is it? I only see pompous ass boasts of a phony 
nation woefully hiding its sins. Amerika you only fool self. This country spends literally trillions of 
dollars on weapons, war, murder, crippling and exporting terror yet cannot care for the people it robs to 
do so. One can determine much about a country in how it cares for its weakest and most vulnerable 
citizens: children, seniors and veterans. USA rates a sorry minus when compared to other developed 
nations worldwide. After viewing an intellectual Ted-talk given by a North Korean family who escaped out of 
Korea through China into Europe seeking political asylum, the ah-ha moment came to me about America. Her 


story was typical except for one feature. The narrator said, her N. Korean government told its people that 
Americans were literally sick and dying outside of medical facilities from lack of healthcare access. For that 


and other reasons, her family chose more advanced and progressive Europe as their new home instead of 
seeking political asylum in USA. Seems the highest quality immigrants choose countries other than Amerika 








these days. 





In response to North Korea’s statement, Secretary of State Hillary Clinton at the time bawled it all 
propaganda.... No! Itis not! I suffered greatly and nearly died in America for that very reason, Hillary. In 
seeking help, the US medical and social safety net systems I financially supported all of my life rejected me 
proper. Moreover Hillary, explain the over one million Vets who have suicided in the last 6 decades from not 
getting needed care from US Dept of Veterans Affairs and this country, and what about the hundreds of 
thousands, perhaps a million or more, of them who died on VA waiting lists within the last decade from not 
getting help? And that does not count all the hundred — thousands of veteran murders by VA staff in that 
government healthcare agency’s clinics and hospitals. North Korea embarrassed the US during Obama’s 
administration for not providing basic accessible healthcare to all of its citizens the same way Soviets disgraced 
JFK and Johnson administrations by revealing to the world that the US Socialist government allowed its 

during the US-Soviet Cold War. During which the US playing 
popularity politics destroyed excess food supplies to prop up farm prices while distributing much of the excess 
freely to other countries of starving people while denying that same ‘charity’ to children and babies here in the 
‘homeland.’ The N. Korean government’s statement is true; America’s phony boasts are falsehoods hiding that 
truth, Hillary, which is the jackboot of US National Socialism. 








A constantly repeated theme among senior facility occupants, / struggle hard not to call them 
inmates, was the question, “‘is this what life was all about; is this why I sacrificed all of it for others, 
‘god,’ and this country to earn at the end of it? What is the point of living? Have I lived my life all 
wrong?” Speechless — I could not answer a single one of them, not one. Those questions launched me 
into serious soul searching about my life. I did not know and still do not any answers. Socrates quoted, ‘ 
...the best revenge is a well lived life...[and death]’ remains the closest wisdom to making any sense of 
this place. 


Psychological transference is a very serious occupational hazard among doctors, nurses, social 
workers, case workers, mental health, medical people and anyone else dealing with patients/people mired 


in their darkest hours of personal pain in their time of ashes. Care-taking duties drain so much of a 
person that nothing remains of them personally or for their loved ones but an empty shell. Once 


emotionally drained they are in danger of losing self, which is why turnover and burn out are rampant for 
people in helping fields. Caretaker burnout is a common reason I hear among nurses who quit, “I got 
tired of caring for sick people because I was getting sick, too.” Especially if the person is empathetic and 
without defenses against personally internalizing other people’s pain; after a month, I threw in the towel; 
this was destroying me proper, which required months to sort out and resolve. Entering another person’s 
darkness absent defenses consumes one in Toto. 


Another friend suggested volunteering at a local alcohol addiction and drug rehab center. He gave 
me an address to one for starters. I visited there and through AA outreach landed as a volunteer in parts 
of the city that I never knew existed and never wish to ever visit again. Essentially, I jumped from a hot 
pan into the fire; but in doing so received a priceless education not available anywhere else. AA is open 
365 days a year, especially on holidays because for too many people that is the only place these troubled 
people can go. They have no family, friends, nothing. Just like so many US veterans failed by Amerika 
and US Dept of Veterans Affairs. Suicides for them jump during the holidays. VA pampered employees 
enjoy well paid holidays and perks on the taxpayers dime while veterans end their pain during the 
Holidays killing time until it kills s/he via suicide, which is a VA caused US epidemic. Unresolved 
pain and addictions do that to a person in a world where when s/he laughs the world laughs with along 
with one, but ‘fart’ one time because of commonly shared human frailty and weakness and the world runs 
away in abandon, most proper. Ditto for the alcohol and drug rehab center where I volunteered, which is 
located in an old, run down section of town across the street from the County Mission for homeless 
people funded by tax dollars. Another street over is a religious sponsored Mission funded by donations. 
A world of difference exists between them. The central lesson learned from AA and addiction rehab 
center was this: never ask why an addiction; always ask why the pain; conquer the pain, conquer any 
addiction. We all carry wounded pain — without exception. I learned to what extreme lengths people 
would go through escaping their pain taking the ‘magic carpet rides’ that everyone uses when seeking 
escape. Snake Oil Medicine escapism is the #1 pursuit constantly bought and sold on this planet that 
people use to avoid facing personal pain. C. G. Jung wrote, “There is no coming to consciousness 
without pain. People will do anything, no matter how absurd, to avoid facing their [I am as a] Soul... 
meeting your destiny on the road you take to avoid it. One does not become enlightened by imagining 
figures of light, but by making their [his or her] darkness conscious.” That darkness is one’s pain and 
there according to Rumi is where ‘the light’ of healing enters. An addiction matters not and can be 
anything from another person, an obsession, bottle ‘pills or booze,’ ‘needle or dropper,’ to dependence on 
ones kids. Cause is the same — unresolved pain. For me working in an alcohol and drug addiction rehab 
center was emotionally crushing observing how far those people went to escape their pain. We all do that 
without exception. | learned same as those addicts that ‘magic carpet rides’ never work; the means may 
be different but the end always is the same — another crash and burn with me in the wreckage adding new 
wounds to those already existing from every new ride. An old saw, ‘when one has dug self deeply into a 
hole, stop digging and throw down the damn shovel.’ Same for ‘magic carpet rides’ stop trying to 
escape, accept and begin healing the process. In other words, accept and hug your demons or they will 
bite you in the ass until doing so. Only then is when healing begins, which often hurts far more than the 
original wounds. The others with which I am acquainted of equal or more suffering are VA clinics 
and hospitals. They are nothing but crippled, troubled, hurting, suffering, diseased, death and 
dying souls under mismanaged, government, bureaucratic benefits and health or hell care 
incompetence. VA is considered the worst health care system in USA...if one can call it that much. 
VA sits at cesspool bottom of all the others in Amerika. Above VA were state run senior citizen 
institutions. Alcohol and addiction rehab were above these and the missions came in just after. Only a 
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slim degree, marginally, separates any of them. These environments are as cold and loveless as it comes. 
On this journey, I lasted 6 weeks before withdrawing; same as before — empathically, I have no defenses 
against internally absorbing other people”s suffering and pain, which was swiftly destroying me. 
However, the lessons learned were priceless beyond measure. American public living in self-denial 
refuses to know these derelicts; for they mirror to reflect them and dysfunctional society in Toto. People 
ask, “mirror, mirror on the wall the reflection is not ‘P — is it?’ ‘Yes,’ says mirror of truth. In denial, 
people en masse either smash it or cover and turn it away or turn away from it or all of the above ‘to avoid 
facing their [I am as a] Soul... meeting [their] destiny on the road taken to avoid it." When all the 
distractions are gone, one faces self'in the mirror. The sight is brutal and not pretty; doing so is not for 
sissies! 


From the rehab center, across the street I observed homeless derelicts accumulate on the County 
Mission tarmac waiting for itto open. They were hoping for bed, meal, maybe a shower and a night out 
of the weather. Resources were scarce but well used to the penny. Nothing was wasted. Entire families 
of women, kids, maybe with a husband/father were among the populations gathered. Families with kids 
and severely crippled were allowed to enter facilities first. Only women, kids and cripples, all men 
remained outside the building. Once excess capacity became available, next fathers/husbands came in 
joining his family. After them, others entered first come, first served and gender did not matter; all were 
equal at a turn. Once full, everyone else stayed outside until mealtime. Surprisingly, the crowds remained 
orderly, mostly. Many camped there for days where it was safer than under a bridge or other dangerous 
place. Street life is very cruel and brutal. Mission security maintained strict order applying zero tolerance 
for non-sense. 





Something deep 


inside me said it was more pure political, Socialist-propaganda, BS! For that reason, I had to find out if 
my hunch was right. One afternoon, things were slow at rehab. I strolled over to the mission, waded 


through a crowded tarmac to the front entrance and rang the doorbell. A woman’s voice snapped over the 
intercom and video surveillance, ‘we are not receiving, yet.’ I responded, ‘Ma’am, I am not here for 
anything. I work at rehab across the street; today is slow and I have observed this place for weeks. I am 
curious, can you tell me about what you do and perhaps provide a mini-tour?’ “Wait right there,’ she 
said. Within minutes she and a guard opened the door, let me in, blocked tailgaters trying to follow 
behind, shut and re-locked the doors. After introductions all round, she dismissed the guard and gave me 
a grand tour. Inside reminded me of a honed military operation. Bare bones, all business, totally efficient 
with no frills whatsoever. The bedding area was wide open, filled with rows of numbered bunk, cots. 
Numbered pallets lined the aisles around them filling excess capacity. No space wasted. Showers, 
latrines were open bay and segregated male and female, beyond that privacy — none. Guards stood by 
them and patrolled about while occupied to ensure no improprieties occurred, maintaining strict order. 
Dining hall same thing, rows of tables, serving line, one entry, exit, a totally efficient institutional 
operation with only one purpose: serve large numbers of people very quickly. Anyone who got out of line 
was out; no ifs, ands, or buts, — out! Zero tolerance policy strictly enforced. Those permanently banished 


had to find help elsewhere or at the charity mission. The military discipline of the operation impressed 
me greatly. When our tour ended, my guide led me to a side door exit. TER 


Again, I reciprocated her kindness exiting the building. 
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could stoop so low profiteering from that atrocity..only in Amerika. Crossing a crowded tarmac, I 


stopped on edge of it in front of a woman with three kids. All their belongings were stuffed into a single 
plastic bag. When looking through the eyes into their souls, all three wordlessly revealed the answer to 


the De that brought me here. 


That was more than a decade past; those three faces remain indelibly etched on my soul. Rumi an 
ancient Persian poet millennia ago wrote, [‘the light of healing enters through our wounds....’]. I swore 
off volunteer work; with too much to heal, I must be whole before trying to help others help selves. 
Socrates wrote, [‘A well-lived life and well planned death are the best revenge.] / have loved and have 
been loved, which is the well-lived life and best revenge that he spoke of is that response to everything 
that this world destroys. The task of every soul visiting earth 1s to learn that experience; however, few do 
so — in its place people substitute enslavement. Humanity in its cluelessness, especially in Western 
Societies, talks much about ‘love.’ These cultures may be rich in material wealth, but worse than dirt- 
poor derelicts in all else especially ‘love.’ Collectivism such is Socialism is dysfunctional in its ‘us’ 
mentality. Here it is ‘I’ not ‘us.’ For when one is sad, depressed, in pain, offended or upset, no one else 
feels a thing. In facing ‘T’ of self, while undergoing aforewritten states, one discovers true solitude of 
being completely alone with ‘I,’ if there remains a self to face at all. Self—knowing finding that is the 
toughest task one ever suffers here as a soul. The following lyrics from a very old song close this essay, 
which says it all. 





B.J. Thomas - No Love At All 
“Read in the paper nearly day. People breakin' up and just walkin' away... That's so wrong— 


A happy little home comes up for sale. Because two fools tried and failed to get along. And ya know that's 
wrong— 


A man hurts a woman and a woman hurts a man. When neither one of them will love and understand to 
accept it with a grain of salt— 


A little bit of love is better than no love. Even a bad love is better than no love. And even the sad love is 
better than no love at all- 


No love at all is a poor old man. Standin' on the corner with his hat in hand. And no place to go, he's 
feelin' low. No love at all is a child in the street. Dodgin' traffic and beggin' to eat on a tenement row. And 
that's a long row to hoe. No love at all is a troubled young girl. Standin' on a bridge at the edge of her 
world and it's a very long fall. 


Oh, now believe me, that a little bit of love is better than no love. Even the bad love is better than no 
love. And even the sad love is better than no love at all....” 


‘To have loved and to have been loved’ is the greatest blessing of all. There is a difference 
between them that very few people will ever truly know. 


